children play with, gets invited to the other children's
parries, and has parts in the school plays. Cecil Mur-
koffs kid Norman has a red wagon, and if you kick
it over you'll have all the tough Yankee kids in the
neighbourhood on your neck, because Norman belongs
to the " gang."

Tony's " Diner " has neon lights, marble tables, long
glass counter, beer licence, cigarette slot-machine, a
"baseball game" slot-machine, electric gramophone
and radio, so that it's a sort of club. We all go there
and get called by our first names, except Old Man
Judson, who is President of the Rhinebeck First
National Bank next door, and is liked as well as any-
body, but always called " Mr Judson." Tony is called
" Tony/* also " Tony the Greek," and sometimes just
" the Greek/' He still speaks with a Greek accent, and
anybody who looked at him would know he's a Greek.
The same is true of his good-looking, dumpy, dark-
haired little wife. They both came from the village
of Agiasos, in the island of Lesbos. The point is that
their four children, Bill, Marcella, Charlie, and Con-
stantine, while pure Greek by blood, are American by
birth and environment, little Rhinebeckers who go to
public school, speak with no accent at all, unless it's
an Eastern New York State accent, and are as com-
pletely ignorant of Greek as any Harvard graduate
who specialized in the classics.

Another informal "community centre" is Jake
Borowsky's stove in winter and the bench outside his
store in summer-time. Around them, depending on the
season, stop* gather, and gab Motor-cycle Cop O'Brien;